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GIVE THE HOGS A CHANCE . thein firine (he Briot T wions [ behind his pony, and even as he fell, tha felitljy tmeetum,  fvory  deslfi .i

r OL'Y NAL 'i'llt‘ bl Ir“fur"n {::(: ?1:”‘;' ";”lm:;"’ ks numbed fingers gripped for the Urged him forward, elamoring for re |
Mnnke ¥ ade’s dond body, | rovolve 2 enee " .

Hogs will make the cheapest growth i and tuckad It in about Carroll na bost :Fm::::m;m“:,l,glh'“,,;l“::' uz:;'tw;:‘mﬁ:': :H;I“:,.'m::‘ h:-}l'; 7:'1:‘;“::12"::,?::& D:tl:. {
when they get three fourths of their ) A m or m mm ‘hf‘i_ ":""'3_ cerning only dim outlines at which to  ibe about, listentng for nny sound. Be .|
ceed from pasture. This pasture | " o ;l\ _keep "lt'[nkh\l and thrashing aim; the red of dischurge cut the Dhind him, down thera in the hollow, |
<hould not be grass, but some legume 750 abaut, George,” ordored the Sergeant

gloom like a knife. One ball hurtleq Were huddled the horses of his out. '
past Hamlin's head; the other found Mt senreely distinguishable from |
billet In Wade's horse, and the strick. Where he stood. 1t he should ventura L
en creature toppled over, boaring its further off, he might never ba abla "
dead burden with him. The Sergeant 10 find & wiy back ngaln. Even In the I
ripped off his glove, found the trigger Eray lght of dawn he could soe noth.
with his haif-frozen fingers, and fireq 'NE distinetly a dozen yards digtant, .
twice, Then, with an onth, ho leaped And Wasson had the compass. Thin |
madly to his feet, and dashed straight Was the thought which brought him
at the sllent hill, tramping back through the drifts—
Wasson! Wade was dead, Carrol)
CHAPTER XXVI, fittle botter, but the seout might have
e been only slightly wounded. He wad:
Unseen Danger, od through the snow to whera the
Onee ha paused, blinded by man lay, face downward, hin face still

or rape. Hogs grown on such pas
ture can be prought to the pork stage |
for from Lwo thirds to one half the
cost when on dry feed. They have
better bone and muscle, fewer lice,
and Instead of 1¥ing down and breath-
\ng dust ,they are nosing about wlth‘
the herbage and bresathing pure alr,
Thoy are healthler, stronger; u.|
gows wlill have more plgs and hatu-rl

omes, and the danger of cholera l-l it ¥ COPVRIGHT 12 BY AC.MECLURA & CO
jess. One Ohlo man who has hun-| = «jait1» ha cried, his volce barely ing om, hié limp figure rocking above
dreds of hogs all the time has kept | audible In the blast. “Close up, men;

sternly. “For God's snke, don't Ko
o slecp, or you'lll he whore Jim Is.
We'll haul you out of this, old man
Sam, you tuke the rear, and hit Car
roll a whack everr fow minutes; 1I'N
break trall. Forward! now."

They plunged into It plowing a way
through the drifts, the reluctant
horses dragging back at first, and
driftlng before the flerce sweop of the
wind, In spite of every effort at guld-
ance. It was an awful journey, every
step torture, but Hamlin bent to fit,
olinglng firmly to the bit of his anl.
mal, his other arm proteoting his oyea

the

. snow, flung up bis arm, and fired, KTIPPINE the reln. Before Hamlin
h ' them. Hour sucoeeded hour in cease- | from the ",”"‘ of the wind. RBehing, imagining he saw the dim shape of a turned him over, he saw the Jagged
his hogs in this way for fourteen |come wer;'tn &e—!lvcly ;owi.l Thhu less struggle; no one knew where they | Wasson wielded a quirt, enrclesy wman on the ridge summit woundl and knew denth had been ins
" y ou, nde? asson; oh, all right, : 3
years without a case of cholera. The | ¥

There was
no return shot, no visible movement.
Reckless, mad with rage, he sprang

were, only the leader staggered on,
hia eyes upon the compasa. Wasson
and Hamlin took thelr turns tramping
& trall, the enow often to thelr knees,
They had stopped speaking, stopped
thinking even. All thelr movements
became automatie, instinctive, the re
sult of {ron discipline. They reallzed
the only nope—attainment of the Cim.
arron bluffs, There was no shelter
there in the open, to elther man or
horse; the sole cholee left was to
struggle on, or lie down and die. The

whether 1ts Insk struck the horse's
flank or Carroll. And across a thou-

sand miles of snow-covered plain, the
storm howled down upon them in re
doubled fury, blinding thelr eyes,
making them stagger holplessly be-
fore Its blasts,

They were stlll moving, now ke
snalls, whon the pale slckly dawn
came, revealing (neh by inch the dread
desolation, stretching white and ghast-
Iy In n slowly widenlug elrele. The
exhausted, struggling men, more near-

He stared down at the
white fuce, already powdered with
gnow; then glared about Into  the

Imurhy distances, 'I'I'\'U]Vl“ rendy for

setlon, every nerva throbbing, God!

It he ever met thea murderer! Then

wwift resction eame, and he burled his

eyos on the neck of the nearest horse,
and his body shook with half-sup
pressed sobs, The whole horror of It
gripped him In that Instant, broke his
tron will, and left him weak as & child,

(To be continued)

Bam. Here, pass that lariat back; e fen
dry hog pen Is bad when it is dry | now get & grip on it, overy one of :rml‘

and when it Is wet it Is a pest hole. | 2.4 polg to 1t for your lives. Let me
Let the hog have a chance and he I8 | tgke the lead, Sam; we'll have to run
likely to be hoth clesn and healthy. | by compass. Now, then,
| ready?”

The lariat rope, tied to Hamlin's
| pommel, straightened out and was
| grasped desperately by the gloved
bands of the men behind. The Ser
geant, shading his eyes, half smoth-
ored In the blast, could see merely i)
defined shadows.

up the wind-awept side, and reachod
the crest. It was deserted, oxcupt for
tracks already nearly obliteratod by
the flerce wind. Helpless, bafMed, the
Sergeant stared about him Into the
driving flakes, hin ungloved, stiffens
ing hand gripping the ecold butt of
his Colt, ready for suny emergency,
Nothing but vacancy and sllence en
compansed him. At his feet the snow

Are you
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g d Inst was likely to be the end of it ly dend than alive from thelr cease was still trampled; he could ses
'r:" eaught? but while a drop of blood ran red and | jess toll, had to bresk the film of loa ";:" ;"‘h"'d"‘ h‘g "“":;d S ﬂ"";' Eufaula, Ala., Nov, 14, —Twenty-
S AnSuare Ware Insuliive, warm In their velns they would keep | from their eyes to perceive their sur | ¥ 19F® B8 BRE rul dows the OPpoRts

“For the Lord'a sake, speak up; an- | thelr foet and fight. side of the hill. Thers had been only | two fatalities had resulted up to noon
swer now—Wasson.”

roundings. one—a white man from the imprint— '

Even then they saw noth-
Carroll's horse stumbled and rolled,

. ing but the bare, snow-dmped plain, today from the wreck of the Central
:%,':: - 3 catching the numbed trooper under |the ar full of swirling fiakes, Thera ::: e Iml fled south, vanishing i of Georgla passenger traln near Clay-

- his welght. The jerk on the lariat | was nothing to guilds them, no mark ¥
“Here. = flung Wade out of the saddle, dangling | of identification: merely lorn barren | It required an effort for the Ber |ion, Ala., yesterday. Of the dead, i
Psoidong head downward. With stiffened fin-ness in the midat of which they wan. | SSaRt to resover, to resliss W8 WM |)4¢ ot whom were white and halt

gors, moarcely ocomprehending what |dered, dragging thelr half-frozen | Position, and the meaning o mys

“Good; now come on after me."
He drove his horse forward, head

they were about, the Sergeant and

terfous wmttack. He was no longm
Wasson came to the rescue, helped

horses. The dead body of W ha
ko Ay e bt pumb with cold ar staggering from

negroes, 12 were killed outright, while
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10c. a Package.

Riter Bros.
DRUG CO.
“The Rexall Store’’

U. F. Stove Repair Shop

Upnolstering, Furniture, BStoves
Buggy Tops, Plcture Frames and

Glass. Painting, Calsomining; wsell
and hang wall paper. We go any-
vihere.

38 NORTH FIRST WEST

Phone 226W

NOTICE TO THE
FARMERS

We are paying tne highest price
for Hides, Pelts and Beeswax, four
cents for old Rubber, seven cents
for old Metals, forty cents per hun-
dred for Cast Iron. None of the
peddlers work for me, so do not
give away to the peddlers, but bring
them to the

Logan, Hide & Junk Co.

146 SBOUTH MAIN STREET
Phone 62

James €. Walters

Attorney-At-Law
&Ina Over First National Bank

J. E. Morton, M. D.
Physician & Surgeon

OMeo over Cardon Jewelry
Store. Hours, 810 a. m., 24
and 78 p. m.

-

TONSOLA

THROAT BALM
THE

QUEEN OF
REMEDIES

[':ur Sore Throat And
(.Ianhcr. Ask your Drug-
gist  for TONSOLA

and take no gubstitute
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bent low over the compass, one arm
flung up across his mouth to prevent
inhaling the loy alr. He felt the tug
of the line; heard the Inbored breath-
ing of the next horse behind, but saw
|nothing except that wall of swirling
|anow pellets hurled against him by a
pitiless wind, falrly lacerating the
|flesh. It was freezing cold; already
he felt numb, exhausted, heavy-eyed.
The air seemed to penctrate his cloth.
ing, and prick the skin as with a thou-
sand needles. The thought came that
it he remained in the saddle he would
freeze atiff. Again he turned, and sent
| the volee of command down the strug-
gling line:

“Dismount; wind the rope around
your pommels. Sam. How faris it to
the Clmarron?"

| “More'n twenty miles.'”

| “All right! We've got to make it,
| boye," forcing a note of cheerfulness
|into his volce. “Hang on to the bit
|even If you drop. I may drift to the
| west, but that won't lose us much.
Come on, now."

“Hamlin, 1ot me break trail."

“We'll take It turn about, S8am. It'll
|be worse in an hour than it ls now.
All ready, boys.”"

Blinded by the sleet, staggering to
the flerce pummelling of the wind, yat
elinging desperately to his horse's bit,
the Bergeant struggled forward in the
swirl of tie storm.

CHAPTER XXV,
In the Blizzard.

There was no cessatlon, no abate-
ment, Acrosg & thousand miles of |
plain the leeladen wind swept down |
upon them with the relentless fury of
a hurricane, driving the snow crystals |
llnw thelr faces, buffeting them merel- |
lessly, numbing thelr bodies, and blind-
ing thelr eyes. In that awful grip they
| looked upon Death, but struggled on,
ns real men must untll they fall
Breathing was agony; every step be-
came & torture; fingers grasping the |
'horses' bits grew stiff and deadened
by frost; they reeled Hke drunken
men, sightless in the mad swirl, deaf-
ened by the pounding of the blast
ngainst thelr ears. All consclousness
left them! only dumb instinct kept |

them battling for life, staggering for-
ward, foot by foot, odd phantasies of
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“Close Up, Men; Come Here to Mo

imagination beginning to beckon. In
thelr wenkness, delirium gripped thelr
halt-mad brains, yielding new strength
to fight the #now fiend. Aching In
every point, trembling from fatigue,
they dare not rest an Instant. The
wind, veering more to the east, lashed
{helr faces Nke a whip, They crouched
behind the horses to keep out of the
sting of 1t, crunching the snow, now
in deep drifts, under thelr half-frozen
[ent,

Wade, a young fellow not overly
strong, fell twica, They placed him
in the center, with Carroll bringing
up the rear, Again ha went down,
fnco buried in the snow, erying like a
babe, yesperately the others laghed
him iote hia saddle, binding a blanket

| jured llmb, and then sought the fuce

| with those devils.”

aboat_bim, and went grimly stagger

the frightened horse struggle to his
feet, and, totally blinded by the fury
of the storm which now beat fairly in
thelr eyes, grasped the dangling
body, ewaylng back and forth as the
startled anilmnal plunged in terror. It
was a corpse they gripped, already
etiff with cold, the eyes wide-open and
staring. Carroll, bruised and limping,
came to thelr help, groaning with
pain, and the three men together man-
nged to lift the dead welght to the
horse's back, and to bind It safely
with the turn of a rope, Then, breath.
leas from exhnustion, crouching be-
hind the animals, bunched helplessly
together, the howl of the wind lke
the seream of lost souls, the three
men looked into ench other's faces,

*T reckon Jim died without ever
knowin' it," sald the secout, breaking
again the film of ice over his eyes, and
thrashing his arms, “1 allers heard
tell it wns an cusy way o' goln'. Looks
to me he was better off than we are
Just now. Hurt much, Carroll?”

"Crunched my leg mighty bad;
oan't bear no welght on it "Twas
darn near froge stiff before; thet's
why I couldn't get out o' the way
quick.”

“8Bure; well, ye'll have ter ride, then.
We'll take the blanket off Jim; he
won't need It no more, ‘Brick' an' 1

stiffencd Into grotesque shape, head
and feot dangling, shrouded in ecling
ing snow. Carroll had fallen forware
across his saddle pommel, too wea)

4«.--.-"‘#-"
They Were Still Moving, Now Like

Bnaile,

kin hoof it yet awhlle—hey, ‘Brick'? |
Hamlin 1ifted his head from the |
shelter of his horse's mane,

“l reckon I can make my feet
move,"” he asserted doubtfully, “but |
they don't feel as though there was
nny lfe left In them."” He stamped
on the snow, *“How long do these bllz-
zards generally last, Sam?"

“Blow themselves out in about three
days."”

“Three days? God!
live it out here”

Hia eyes ranged over the dim out.
line of Wade stretched across the
saddle, powdered with snow, rested an
instant upon Carroll, who had sunk
back upon the ground, nureing his in-

We can never

of Wasson.

“What the hell ean we do?"

“Gp on; thet's all of it; go on till
we drop, lad. Come, ‘Brick,’ my boy,”
and the scout gripped the Sergeant's
shoulder, “you're not the kind to lia
down, We've been In worse boxes
than this and pulled out. It's up to

you and me to make good. Lat'g
crunch some hard:-tack and go ml,]
nfore the whole three of us freeso |

stim.”

The Sergeant thrust out his hand
“That lsn't what's tuken the nerva
out of me, Sam," he sald soberly, “It's
thinking of the glrl out in all this

"Lidkely us not she ain't,” roturned
the other, tramplng the snow under |
hig feet. “I'vo been thinkin' ‘bout thet
ton Thet outft must hev had wix
hours the sturt o us, didn't they?™

Hamlin nodded,

"Well, then, they couldn't a ben far | s

from the Clmarron when the storm |
come, Thevy'd be anfe enough under
the bluffs: have wood fer a fdre, and
lay thar mighty comfortable, That's |
whar them bucks are, all right, Why, |
damn §t, man, we've got to get
through., 'Taln’'t just our fool llves
that's at stake. Brace up!”

“How far have we odme?"

“A good ten miles, an’ the compazs
has kep' us stralght.”

They drew in closer togother, and
munched a hard eracker aplece, occa-
slonnlly exchanging a muttersd word
or two, thrashing thelr limbs about
to keep up clrculation, and dampening
thelr lips with snow. Thoy were but
dim, spectra]l shapes in the darkness,
the air filled with crystal peliots,
swept about by a mercll®ss wind, thoe
horses standing talls to the storm and
heads drooplng. In spite of the light
refraction of the snow the eyes could
searcely sea two yards awny through
tha smother. Above, about, the coasic-
lesa wind howled, tts ey breath ehills
ing to the bone, Carrell clamberod
stiMy into his saddle, erylng and
swearing from weankness sand pula,

The others, stumbling about in tha
dosp anow, which had drifted around

to sit erect, but held by the taut blan.
ket, and gripping his horse's jce-cov-

i mane, Wasson wus ahead now,
doggedly crunching n path with his
feet, and Hamlin staggered along be
Hind.

Suddenly eome awakened instinet in
the numbed brain of the seout told
him of & change in thelr surroundings,
He felt rather than saw the difference
They had crossed the sand belt, and
the contour of the prairie was rising.
Then the Clmarron was near! Even
a8 the eonvictlon took nhape, the
ghostly outline of & small elevation
loomed through the murk. He stared
ut it scarce belleving, lmagining a de-
luglon, and then sent his eracked
voleo back in n shout on the wind,

“We're thar, ‘Hrick!" My God, lad,
here's the Clmarron!"”

He wheeled about, shading his
mouth, 8o a8 to make the words carry
through the storm.

“Do you hear? We're within a half
mile o' the river, Stir Carroll up!
leat the Ufe Inter him! Thera's shel-
ter and fire camin'!™

As though startied by some slectrie
shock, Hamlin sprung forward, hls
lighs strengthening In response to
freah hope, plowed through the snow
to Carroll's eide, and shook and
sinpped the fellow into semi-consclous-
nesus

“Wo're at the river, George!™ hao
ericd, Jorking up the dangling head.
“Wake up, man! Wake up! Do you
henr? We'll have n fire in ten min.
uteal"

The man made an desperate effort,
brocing his hands on the horse's nech
unsecing oyes,

“Oh, go to hell!™ he muttered, and
went down agaln,

Homlin struck him twice, his ehilled
hand tingling to the blow, but the
Inert figure never moved,

“No use, Bam. We've got to get on,
and thaw him out., Get up there, you
pony!"™

The ghostly shape of the hill waa to
their right, and they clrcled Its base
almost walst-deep In  drift, Thia
brought the wind directly Into thelr
faces, and the horses balked, dragging
buck and compelling both men to beat
them Into submisskon. Wasson wans
jerking at the bit, bis back turned so
that he could see nothing ahead, but
Hamlin, lashing the rear anlmal with
his quirt, still faced the mound, a
mere dim shadow though the mists
aof enow, He saw the flash of yellow
finme that leaped from Its summit,
heard the sherp report of a gun, and

snw Wasson erumble up, and go down,
m1ill clinging to his horss's reln. It
come so suddonly, =0 unexpeectedly,

that the single Uving man left scarce- |

ly realized what had happened Yet
dazed as he was, sowme swift impulse
fung bim, weandlponeg. loto the snow

S —— -

| staring ot his tormentor with dull, |

woakness. The excitement had sent
the hot blood pulsing through hi
yolna; had brought back to his heari

KEEPS ON

10 succumbed later to thelr Injuries.
The rallroad officlals today began an
investigation of the wreck.

GROWING

Coprright 1909, by C, K. Zimmerman Co,+<No, It

TAKE allthe beautiful things in life. The
flowers—they wither away and die—youth
departs, and our joys vanish. But there
is one thing upon} which time leaves no
corroding mark—money. Let's have some
growing.

First National Bank

Logan, Utah.

OFFICERS:

THOMAS SMART, President.
JOHN H. ANDERSON, Vice Pres.

ALLAN M. FLEMING, Cashier.
H. E. CROCKETT, Asst. Cashler.

Capital, $100,000.00; Surplus, $17,000.00; Deposits, $525,000.00
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| stronger, easiest to handle, more room for three horses,

THE OLIVER

Two- Way Plow
Leads Everywhere.

We challenge any other make to a field

contest.

We guarantee to demonstrate the OLIVER to be

| runs steadier than any two-way made.

SIONEY STEVENS IMPLEMENT CX.

WESTERN AGENTS
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